



q. The Tragedy o/'Othell© 

Bra. The worfe welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee not to haunt about my dores, 

In honed plainencfle, thou had heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in raadnes. 

Being full of fupper and didemperbg draughts, 

Vpon malicious braucry,dod thou come 
To dart my quiet ? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

"Bra. But thou mud needs be furc 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee, ' • ■ i- 

Rod. Patience good fir 

Bra . W»hat, teirfi thou me-of robbing ? this is Venice „ 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Modgraue Brabantio t 
In Ample and pure fouie I come toyou. 

lag. Sir, you are one of thofe, that will not ferae God, if the 
Deuill bid you. Becaufe we come to doe youferuice, youthinkc 
wee are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
horfe ; youle haue your Nephewes neigh to you;youle haue Courfcrs 
for Coulens , and Genncts for G trmans . 

"Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

lag. Iam one fir, chat come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Moore , arc now making theBeaft with two backs. 

"Bra. Thou art a villaine . 

lag. Y ou are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou lhalt anfwere, I know thee Rodongo . 

Rod. Sir,I will anfwere any thing : But I bcfcech you, 
if’t be your pleafure, and mod wife confer t, 

(As partly I find it is) that your &ire daughter 
At this od euen, and dull watch oth’ night, 

Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard 
But with a knaue of common hire, a Gundelier t 
To the groffe dafpes of a lafciuious Moore s 
If this be knowne to you and your allowance. 

Wee then haue doneyou bold and fawcy wrongs ? 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me. 

Wee haue your wrong rebuke : Do not beleeue ^ 



the Moore of Venice. 

Your Ster (ifyflo h‘»' "«< her 

I fav a®aine) hath made agrofle rcuolt, 

IvSer duty, beaut ie, wit and fortunes, 

?n an ^extravagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Gfherc, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your feife. 

If ffie be in her chamber, or your houfe, 

Let loofe on me the Iudice of the date, 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people . 

This accident is not vnhkc my dreame, 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already ; . * 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I mull leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholefome to my place, 

To be produc’d (as if I day I (ball,) 

Againlt the Moors, for I doe know the date, 

(How euer this may gaule him with feme checke) 

Cannot withfafety caft him, for bee’s imbark’d, 

With fuchloud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now Bands in ad) that for their foulcs 3 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufinefle, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceflity of prefent life, 

I mud drew out a flag, and figne of loue. 

Which is indeedbut figne, that you (hall furely find nun 
Lead to the SagitCary the raifed fearch. 

And there will Fbe with him. So farewell. 

Enter Brabantio <» his nightgowtic, and fer Hants 


Bra. It is too true an euill, gone (he is, i 
And what’s to come of my defpifed tUdfe, 

Is noughtbnt bitterneffe now Rcdtrigo s 
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